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NO. 20. 

Oia Tee PALR GAIL Base retained the viger of youth. None could be 
ee a | found among the sons of the forest, who could 
For the Rural Repository. bend a stiffer bow, or throw a surer tomahawk, 
MANATONSKI; than the mighty Matipsa. tie was, the most 

Or, The Indian's Revenge. ideadly enemy of the white man and the warm- 

Where is the red man? fest advocate of savage freedom. ‘The nation 
Go read the legends of the west; ‘of Matipsa had suffered a great many attacks 


And you will learn where once the red man was. i from the tribe of Weetumka, a powerful chief, 
Reflecting on fallen grandeur leaves melan-| whose nation was more dreaded by Matipsa 
choly impressions upon the contemplative | than the whole number of tribes on the M é 
mind. ‘Phere is a voice from the tomb of A council was called and all eyes were di- 
nations that speaks a touching language and rected toward the Big-chief as the hero of 
causes the chords of the heart to play a solemn. their battles. 
music. Who can reflect upon the present; ‘Brothers and sons,’ the warrior commenced, 
condition of the Indians and not feel for their «the Great Spirit has called his children te 
misfortunes or drop a tear of pity at the story unbury the tomahawk and to bend the long 
of their wrongs. Bold, independent and gene- bow 3 our enemies are poweiful as the tigers 
rous, the red man once stalked his native that walk our hills and ennnine as the ser- 
forest free as the wind that swept over his pents; but, followers of Matipsa! fear nothing. 
mountains, Greatness of soul and simplicity Did this arm ever fall harmless? Are there 
of manners, characterized him as the son of not a thousand scalps of your enemies in my 
nature; hospitality and triendship, as the son’ wigwam? Did my tomahawk never drink the 
of man; dark and deep-rooted revenge, as the white man’s blood ?—Wake up then children 
son of the forest. The nimble stag as he of the Great Spirit we must drink the blood of 
darted across the Allegany cliffs fell before Weetumka’—None spoke; but with bended 
his unerring arrow and the deep-blue waters bows and deadly tomahawks, did a thousand 
of his rivers bore his ashen skiff The morn- red men appear, to wait the word of their 
ing sun shone upon him on the mountains, its: chief. 
evening rays fell upon him at his wigwam.)  *T'was night, and the Indian phalanx onward 
But where is this mighty people ? Gone like moved with a quick and steady step. The 
the morning cloud. ‘The Indian hunter no rival nations met—they fought—the Big-chief 
longer pursues the panting deer; the wild was victorious—his tomahawk was reeking 
music of the savage maiden is hushed; the with the blood of his enemies, and a hundred 
bold eloquence of the god-like chief no longer scalps were the trophies of his victory. The 


charms the red mans breast with its triiuriec Sots of Weetumka fled to their wigwams, but 





spell ; the Indian horn with its warlike tone there were they yutchered. Vio can. set 
has ceased to peal along the mountain to wake bounds to the wild temper of a revengeful sa- 


the sleeping savage to grasp the long bow, and vagze? or what can quench his thirst for blood 2 


the last echo of the war-whoop has died away.) With inward delieht did the Big-chief «smile 
Where are those council fires around which upon the ruins be had made. Already was 
the veteran warrior tolad the story ol his tuma- the arm ot one raised ta eive the death-blow 


hawk ? ‘Their tires have vone Out, their bows to an tnilian chil I, when ad voice Was heard— 


| . ' j ! « ' ee t he 
are uustrung and thew arrows arebroken. Sad,‘ tiold lt acted like magic, the tomahawk 
monuments of by-gone days *’ was staved and the bov was saved—Muatipsa 
Matipsa, or the Dig-chief, was the idol of advanced and bore the child away. The tribe 


is tribe and was reverenced as the father of of the Big-cliet as-embied 


— Te 4l., - 
round the warrn 
! 


is pation.g Though advanced in aze, he: who with the eloquence of nature 1 { 





their wild imaginations the splendour of the 
victory they had achieved. 

‘ Brothers,’ he said, ‘we have satisfied the 
Great Spirit, he has drank enough of Weetum- 
ka’s blood. Our tree shall flourish and its 
spreading branches, shall defy the raging 
storm.’ 

The tribe of the Big-chief returned in tri- 
ummph to their native wigwams. Years rolled 
on, and the child saved by Matipsa grew up 
toward manhood. He was called by the 
warrior, Young Eagle, or Manatonski, from 
his noble bearing and the fierceness of lis eye. 


He was brought up in the wigwam of Matipsa ;_ 


none could direct a surer arrow, or wrestle 
with the Young Eagle. Bold and dauntless 
as his preserver, he hunted danger in the 
tiger’s den, and delighted in the game, and 
when he returned from the mountains laden 
with hisspoilstheartless Brenda would run and 


meethin with all the warm affection ofa sister. 


Young Eagle longed for war. When seated 
in the warrior’s wigwam, he would hang with 
rapture on his accents, and when the chief 
would speak of battles, the youthful bosom of 
Manatonski would beat high at the sound, 
The Big-chief beheld with delight the rising 
sapling which bid fair to rival the gnarled oak 
that had withstood a thousand whirlwinds. 
Brenda knew he was not her father’s son, yet 
she loved him. Often with Young Eagle 
would she bound over the plain, and cull the 
sweetest flowers to deck his tawny brow, and 
when seated together she would sing to him 
in the wild melody of nature, the simple bal- 
lads of her nation; and when Young Eagle 
saw her sparkling eyes turned toward the west 
he could read the pure emotions of her lovely 
soul and the unspotted chastity of her thoughts. 

‘ Brenda,’ he would say ‘how Llong to fight 
against the enemies of your father and bring 
a hundred scalps to place them in his wigwain, 
then he would call Manatonski his son. Yes! 
Brenda when my tomahawk shall have been 
reddened in blood, then you shall become the 
wife of Young Eagle.’ 

‘But suppose you should go, and never see 
Matipsa’s wigwam again, what would become 
of his daughter.’ 

‘The Great Spirit,’ he answered, * would 
watch you like a tender plant and shelter you 
under bis mighty hand from the cruel blast.’ 

An opportunity soon offered, in which Young 
Eagle might satisfy the eager desires of his 
soul. 
revenge against the sons of the Big-chief and 
had made frequent inroads upon thew territory, 
A council was called; but Matipsa was now 
too old to bend the sulfbow and too feeble te 
throw the deadly hatchet—the fire of his eye 
was growing dim and his giant strength was 
fast tailing. ‘Phe var-whoop echoed on the 
mountain—Young Eagle was hunting the wild 


deer—he started at the sound—his young) 


heart leaped for joy—he darted forward and 
appeared at the council-fire with bended bow. | 





{54 


| ‘ Sapling,’ cried the warrior, ‘Tam now old 
! 


perhaps never wore to meet, until we meet 


‘The tribe of Weetumka, had) sworn! 


‘think no 


and thou art young and strong; when you 
‘were tender | watched over you and you must 
‘now fight my battles.’ | 

The eye of Young Eagte shot fire at the 
‘sound of battle and his war-like soul panted 
for action. ‘ Fathers,’ he exclaimed, ‘ Wee- 
tumka has again unburied his tomahawk to 
scalp the sons of Matipsa—the Great Spirit 
is now calling his children to fight the battles 
of the Big-chief. The Antelope cannot leave 
‘me, nor can the spotted tiger grapple with the 
Young Eagle—these arrows never missed 
their aim, nor did this bow-string ever twang 
for nought. Rise sons of Matipsa! and fight 
his battles.’ 

All were aroused by the eloquence of Mava- 
tonski. A thousand savages arose, filling the 
air with their cries and calling for the blood 
of Weetumka. “Fhe council was dissolved- 
Matipsa moved slowly tohis Wigwam followed 
by Manatonski. The old warrior felt’ proud 
of Young Eagle and his mighty courage. The 
eye of the youth glistened with the fire that 
warmed his soul. 

‘Ves, Matipsa,” he said ‘we go to fight thy 
battles and when we bring home a thousand 
scalps of our enemies, your old heart shall 
become young again. ‘Then you can wait the 
coming of the Great Spirit, who will carry you 
away to the west, then you will hunt the wild 
bucks and never become old.’ 

The warrior smiled upon Manatonski— 
‘Kagle, be said, ‘you must never bury yout 
hatchet until it is reddened in the blood of my 
enemies.’ 

They entered the wigwam— But why looked 
the lovely Brenda so sorrowlul r—She was to 
part with Manatonski-’twas now she felt 
thather affection for him was even warmer than 
a Sister's. 

The old warrior called Young Eagle to him 
‘To night,’ he said, ‘you go—move softly over 
the leaves, lest you wake the sleeping scout, 
who will fly like the swilt stag and tell Wee- 
tumka you are coming—Go and fight like 
Matipsa:’?—The old chief took up his blanket 





and left Young Eagle alone with Brenda. 


‘ Manatonski,’ she said, ‘to night we part, 


on the great mountains of the west—take this,’ 


giving him a chain that she wore around her 


neck, ‘and when you, afar off} look at that 
chain, think of Matipsa’s wigwam,’ 

The eye of her lover lost fora time its fire.— 
‘ Brenda,’ he said, «lL must vo to fight the bat- 
tles of the Big-chief and then come to live 
for you and him. Butif f should never more 
hunt the wild deer on your father’s mountain, 
L shall still love his daughter. Ilere is a chain 
of beads, wear them around your neck till 
your virtue’s gone, then tear them off and 
more of Manatonski. The white 
man may come, but if you love Young Eagle, 
keep your virtue sacred as the home of yout 
fathers. ‘“Lo-morrow’s sun eball shine upon 






















Manatonski, afar from Brenda, but his heart 
shall be with the daughter of the Big-chiet.’ 

‘Go,’ she said, ¢ fight like the panther and 
let your blow be deadly as the tiger's grasp.’ 

Once more the flame was kindled in his 
breast—* Ha! fiult,’ 
the son of Weetumka comes within the grasp | 
of the Young Kagle, it shall be the grapple ol | 
death.’ 

The long, shrill war-whoop echoed along 
the valley “and, at the sound, Young Eagle 
started from the side of Brenda. ‘1 go,” he 


said, ‘but daughter of Matipsa keep your. 


virtue.” He grasped the tomahawk and bow— 
looked first toward the mountains then at 


Brenda—sprang from the wigwain and was) 


lost to her sight in the darkness of the forest.— 

Time passed on; but to Brenda each mo- 
ment was a year; hea had the most dreadful 
furebodings of her lover's late; she pictured 
to herself the last moments of the dying Man- 
atonski, and § sickened at her own creatious. 
She was no longer the active Brenda that 
sported on the mountains.—She no longer was 
found plucking the wild flowers that grew on 
the dangevous precipice, or pursuing the spot- 
ted fawn as it bounded o'er the plain; but 
was the sorrowful desponding maiden grieving 
for him that was afar off, fighting the battles 
of death. 

The tribe of Matipsa, met their enemies, 
and never was savage warfare more dreadful; 
the mangled bodies of hundreds were strewed 
upon the ground, and the dying screams of 
thousands were borne upon the breeze of 
night. Young Eagle fought like the hero of his 
nation; his giaut arm was stained with the 
gore of his enemies, and lis tomahawk was 
reeking with the fresh blood of Weetumka’s 
sons. Ife bore in mind the last words of the 
Big-ciief— Fight like Matipsa.? *E'was mid- 
pight, nor ceased the carnage then, the work 
of death went on. The deep growl of the 
tiger was heard and the screaming vultures 
were flying from the mountains te glut their 
hunger in the Indian's blood. Young Kagte 
fell and his followers fled. The 
Weetumka raised the shout of joy and bore 
their victim to the conquering chief. The 
tribe of Matipsa was pursued and only six 
escaped to tell the mournful trath. After the 
de *parture of Manatonski and his followers, the 
nation of Matipsa had suffered much from the 
encroachments of the white men. A number 
of the tribe had been murdered and their wig- 

wams burned. ‘The flower of the nation was 
fighting tts bi ittles, and the few that remained 
were unable to repel the attacks of the white 
settlers. ‘he Big-chief had assembled the 
tribe to devise some plan by which the nation 
might be protected until the return of Mana- 
tonski. It was at this time that the six who 
had escaped, appeared at the counc il fire and 
told the sad story of thei deleat, “s the 
dreadful murder of their ¢ ountrymen, 
and awlul silence reigned tn the Indian coun 


sous of 


he cried-—* yes —when| 


noble spirit lingered for a time, 


A deep. 


dod 


c cil—despair was painted on every brow. 


The 


Young Eagle was not there to arouse them by 


| his eloquence. All assembled around the 
| veteran warrior. Matipsa looked upon them 
‘and said— 

‘Friends and Brethers, our tree has fallen 
and its boughs now lie scattered by the storin ; 
its topmost branch has fallen; “the race of 
| Matipsa soon shall be no more. Our sun is 
fast setting never more to rise upon this once 
mighty tribe. Night, dark and Jong, shall 
follow to the sons of the Big-chief. 1 am old 
and ready to go—my staff has fallen—my wig- 
wain is tumbling into dust—my arrows are 
broken, and iny tomahawk is worn out. The 
buck shall no longer fear the arrows of Matipsa, 
nor shall the white man dread his toma- 
hawk.’ 

The voice of the old warrior faltered, his 


words became broken and he paused. For 
sometime a. silence prevailed. ‘The white 
nan,’ cried voice. ‘The Indians fled, and 


with fottering steps Matipsa moved toward 
his Wigwam. 

What sound was that which felldeep in the 
old man’s heart? *Pwas the voice of the dis- 
srenda weeping for her lever. The 
stopped and = listened, he heard it 
acai the sound was from the mountains—he 
moved cautiously toward the spot—he saw her 
reclining against a broken rock, her long 
disheveled hair floating upon the breeze. The 
Big-chief approached his daughter— 

‘ Brenda,’ he said ‘thy father is going to the 
Great Spirit before the sun shall rise upon his 
wiewam, for the —— Ha! be still, Lhear foot- 
steps’—he placed his ear to the ground—* Yes, 
and they are the footsteps of the white man— 
fly dauehter fly! you are active, fly to the 
mountains, take my old tomahawk and when 
the white man y 

At that instant the keen report ofa rifle was 
heard, the warrior fell—the fatal bullet had 
reached ifs aim. The chief lay in the agonies 
of death, with quivering voice he said—? Ts 
all over—my chidren are all gone but thou, 
and Linust follow. Fly Brenda! the white 
man sees vou, go and * he paused—* Ves 
vo,” he continued—* go climb the farthest hill 
and plunge into the great ocean of the west 
no never ——’ he stopped, his 
then took its 
eternal flight, leaving the heart-broken maiden 
a monument of grief and despair. She fled 
but she knew not where—she Hed to the wig- 
But what met her view 2? Its flaming 
hit more appalling 


consolate 
warrior 





ant it never 


wan. 
root! turned—but a sig 
to her than the dlames of the. Wigwam appeared 
before her, for the white man—he 
seized her by the arm—* ila! how do you like 
the mea of living with a white man,’ he said, 
‘come | will give you beads more costly than 
{ su saying he snatched 


! 
Sie 


she saw 


these aronna your he ( k,” 


away the precious eitt of Manatouski. Her 
oriet had abready ripened into desparm.  * Of 
vile wretch, she said, ‘thou murderer of my 
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father,’ she snatched the tomahawk from her|corner of the apartment, a child, apparently in 
wampum-belt and laid the white man pros-|the last stage of disease. A cup, containing 
trate with the earth, and taking the chain of|}some medicine, was heaped with an incongru- 
beads from his hand she fled to the mountains. jous collection of household furniture upon a 
(Concluded in our next.) deal table that stood near the bed. A woman 
a sat by the illy provided couch, and as her 
For the Rural Repository countenance, deeply graven with sorrow and 
A GLANCE AT THE SU BURBS. iswelled to an unnatural extent, and her hand, 
It was a cold morning and ere the door of clasping the tiny finvers of the sick babe, met 
my antiquated dwelling closed, L buttoned to 
the throat my snug box-coat, and adjusted the 
ample bandana, which, folded twice around ine to the intertor of the w retched hovel next 
my upturned collar, terminated in a double riveted my gaze. At the feet ol its parent, 
knot, the two evtreme points of the same, flut-' with one hand convulsively grasping the hem 
tering pennon-like in the keen breeze, just of her tattered garment and the other sup- 
beginning to sigh from the North-Bast. An’ porting the prostrate position to which debility 
ivory headed cane, grasped firmly in my had reduced it, was another child crying in 
gloved hand, and I sallied forth to enjoy the tones of thrilling agony for * Bread? and 
animation of exercise at an early hour. ‘The)* Mainma, give Jimmy one crust, do.’ 
bracing wind invigorated my frame, and I! *My poor boy, mamma, has no bread. I 
stepped more alertly than usual under its) gave you the last piece yesterday.’ 
exhilarating influence. Passing through the) Oh, [shall starve, can’t you get me some fF? 
suburbs of our city, and contrasting the totter-| «TL would, my dear, but your little sister ts 
ing and cheerless hovels which surrounded my dying, and how cant leave her 
path with the more splendid edifices in whose 





my view, Lknew her to be the destitute mother 
in this group of wo. ‘The cause that brought 


“Is poor sis dying,’ said the boy, seeming to 
rear they were erected, my mind was easily lose the sense of his own misery tn pity for the 
Jed to consider a project which for some few companion of his childhood, and climbing by 
days past had agitated the female portion of his mother’s knee to turn a haggard and be- 
thiscommunity. A 
Poor? j 
is the enjoyment of contributing to the aid ot weeping, Which, even now, echoes in my hear- 
suffering humanity, than the momentary phren- ing. 


Mair for the benefit of the wildered look upon her, ‘Is poor sis dying? 


’ It was interrupted by a voice from another 
zy of the midnight dance, or the transient part of the room, which drunkenness had ren- 
excitement of fashionable dissipation. If the dered hoarse and brutal. 

cup of feeling contains one drop of unaduite-; ‘Stop the child’s d—d squalling.’- 

rated sweetness, it is the dew which Lleaven- I turned and beheld the figure of a man, 
born Benevolence distils. If the waters of stretched upon aheap of straw, stirring with 
human existence eversend up pleasantstreams, his shaking hand, a few shavings which formed 
it is when the angel agitates the Pool of Pity, the only fuel to the fire, now fast settling into 
and the lame, the leproas and the blind pat take black and humid embers. He perceived me. 
its healing and purifving influence. Such was * What's your business 
the tenor of my reflections, when a shrill ‘Ll apprehended from the cries of your boy, 
scream recalled me trom temporary and un- as | passed the house, there w as need of assist- 
wonted abstraction. | paused. 


The cry was ance. Youappear to be in distress,’ remarked 
repeated. [t issued from a tenement where I, addressing myself to the female, ‘can IL do 
Poverty had written his presence in intelligible aught to relieve you f? 
characters. Through a tottering chimney, or ‘Weare in distress,’ responded she, with 
rather a pile of illy assorted and indiscrimi- feeling emphasis, ‘but, alas! with some of us, 
nately heaped brick, the principal part of which relief may come too late? L approached the 
had lost ali similitude to long squares, beside bed and gazed one moment upon its occupant. 
being deficient in other properties, a slight The features of the sufferer were emaciated 
shade of smoke was evaporating. 


The rafters to skeleton thinness and white as the snow 
from the ridge to the plate of the house were, that covered the dwelling. An eye, uncom- 
in many places, divested of all shelter, and, monly bright, wandered inquiringly over my 
snow served for the shingles which repeated countenance, the only perceptible evidence of 
attacks of wind had displaced. Window life in the form that, passive as a personilica- 
glasses there were hone, but within the aper- tion of patience, was buried under heaps of 
tures, coarse pieces of blanket had been drawn! coats, gowns and clothing of every description, 


and attached to the sashes, which, though; A fixed smile was chiselled out upon the 
. , ‘ faa . . ! . . . ‘ ’ . 
somewhat fractured, the ice collected about! slightly parted lips. It appeared strangely 


them, rendered firm. Phe door yielded readily! amid the prevailing sadness, as the notes of 


to the pressure of iny hand. birds in the desolation of winter, or the play of 
Soon as the sudden reverse from light to the! sunshine on the melting icebers. 
murkiness of the room into which L now pushed, nessed ' 
allowed me to cast around an lnquirin | 


L had wit- 
the death of children, their frames 
y glance.| twisted into every contortion ol agony, thoueh 
I beheld extended on a miserable pallet in one|surrounded by unavailing comforts, Here 





How superior, how vastly morerational oh, dear? and he burst forth in an agony of 
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death had no medical alleviation. And yet,|the tone of the voice, and the thousand tender- 
poor babe! there was no groan, not even a|nesses which emanate from every word, and 
movement which indicated pain. The eye|look, and action. Doves cooing and billing 
alone tarned with a mild, timid gaze, as though | tegether—their wings fluttering, as indices ot 





the spirit feared from each new object that met| the wild but pleasing tumult within—are the 


the view, a new accession of misery, and) real personification of this tender and enthusi- 
longed to plume its pinions for a departing | astic passion! and roses, in full bloom and in 
flight. “Phe stubbornness of pride forsook me,!the tender bud, are emblematical of beauty 
and tears, free and bitter, coursed in rapid) fully matured, and beauty just expanding into 
succession down my cheek. But mere pity) loveliness! and myrtles too, in the unwritten 
helps no one. He who feels must act if he) language of Flora, are significant of love posi- 
would benefit the unfortunate. Speedily there-| tive, or love which has already passed the 
fore [I procured assistance, and after a few! period of its maiden bashfulness, and is living 
hours left the abode of penury. jon in all its first intensity. Poets, with all 
The child of affluence in sickness, excites! their invocations to the muses, and all the 
public ig ae Sy every a bo athe inspiration drawn from twilight reveries, have 
the ear. Its death ts proclaimed by public; not succeeded in accurately defining love. 
prints and its funeral followed by a aves con-| They have called it a knitting together of 
course. But the offspring of indigence rouses | young hearts and a commingling of kindred 
not observation, It pines away unregarded.jdrops, but these definitions are manifestly 
Its bones are hastily thrown into the grave, defective, for often does freak-loving Cupid 
and who condoles with the parent, that desti-| tie, with Hymen’s silken thread, the gravity 
tute of wealth and luxury and the ordinary of old age to the mercurial temperament of 
comforts of life, had rested her heart's warmest) youth. Without searching the poet’s vocabu- 
affections, with nought to dissipate them on) lary forasuitable definition and fit phraseology, 
the endearing object, now torn ruthlessly from) L shall venture to call love, the very poetry 
amother’s aflectionate love? Whosympathizes of existence— 
with misfortune, when Death spares the) ‘ An oasis 
‘exceeding many flocks and herds’ of pam-| In the desert waste of memory.’ 
pered aristocracy and takes ‘the poor man’s;  \Whowould not have this wave of tuinultuous 
lamb,’ who ‘had nothing save one little lamb, passiou—rolled upon his heart, were it only 
which he had nourished up, that did eat of his) ty be watched over by winged Cupids, who are 
own meat, and drank of his own cup, and lay) ag etherial as were Milton’s angels, when they 


: oe s3 - 8 
in his bosom bs struck thi ir volden harps to the loftiest notes 


The evening of the 7th inst, found me at! of minstrelay? Who would not‘ bend to the 
‘The Fair,’ and never belore was my purse magic of beauty,’ as expressed ineyes full of 
so willingly discharged. And yet, with all! witchery—in dimpled cheeks, tinged with the 
the gaiety of the scene, the loud language of) geljcate rosy hue of the sunset cloud—in the 
joy and merriment which echoed tarough the expanded brow which flashes with intelli- 
spacious and brilliantly illuminated saloons, vence—in finely chiselled lips which breathe 
the crowd which carried me as on a current,! the fragrance of the “sweet South’—in an 
the splendid array which the wand of taste and angelic and exquisitely moulded form which 
beauty had touched into existence, my mind pears upon it the stamp of perfectness ? The 
pictured the dilapidated tenement of poverlys’ Poet (but, as Theseus says in * Midsummer- 
and almost felé the bright, restless eye of thal) yjoits Dreams,’ 
dying child whose spint had now gone home ~~ 
toits Maker. Fervently | beseeched the * God 
of Love’ to render successful the cause of 


Phe lunatic, the lover, and the poct, 


Are of imagination all compact, ) 


has pronounced a woe on him whom twilight 





mercy, and reward the benevolent, as he has ak 
ae ‘ ‘ ive 0 *pnoor lendeth to the " . * . 
= He that viveth t the | No ilar ‘ Enamoured deep with beauty’s witch ry.’ 
ord. . Ne | The . 
But who would not wittingly plunge into 
{ . y pe 
For the Rural Repository. the wierd caldron of love—who would not live 
MELANGE NO.6 in its enchanted circle——-who would not feast 


Written underneath a picture of a pal of turtle-doves upon its * ary nothings r>? Who would not be 
(or two young pigeons) amid a wreath of roses and scathed by its lightning {] ish, were it only for 


myrtles. the jovousuess whichis feltin midday reveries, 


[is true; there’s magic in the web ofit, 4 ‘ — os eon 
. ’ : ; t) oht musings and morning dreams—lfor the 
* * * ’ , r * % wilig Ings i ae ge 
A mote it is, to trouble the mind’s eye flood of pectic inspiration, Which if pours upon 
-s . ve . ehaaee . : a ~ : 
SuakesPrane. (the then deeply sensitive heart from hill and 


Philosophers have speculated on the tender vale and flood, and w hie h finds Vent in sonnets 
passion and Poets have tuned their harps to to silver-robed Cynthia and the gorgeous bla- 
sing its witchery, but the theme is not yet zing ol stars? se 
exhausted ; I too must speak of that individual) Romantic lools now adays talk of the romance 
and soul-absorbing sympathy, which manifests) of love, as though livmen’s silken web could 
itself, as Irving says, in the beam of the eye,| noe be well-woven, except in some fain Rosa- 


oa 





ios 


mand’s bower, or some romantic wood, weates ‘Every man hath in his own life sins enough, 


the very breezes whisper of love, as they sweep | 
the wild | fortunes evils enough, and in the performing 


amb the lofty branches and over 
flowers. They wander forth with their Dul- 
cineas del ‘Toboso, 
‘When the sweet winds do gently kiss the trees, 
And they do make no noise,’ 


and talk mournfully of the tragic issue 


‘Thisbe’s love, and picture out Bide as shie is legitimate, ¢ 


stuod 
‘ With a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and waved her love 
To come again to Carthage.’ 

With such, love x, unless highly 
seasoned with romance. Such think it almost 
sacrilegious to call love an every-day matter, 
fit for the rough-and-tumbie of the world ; and 


is nothine 


ave as chary of it, as was ILudibras of his wit, 


lor 
6 Tle was very shy of using it, 
As being loth to wear it out; 
And, therefore, bore it not about, 
Except on holidays, or so, 
As men their best apparel do.’ 


The hero of Spenser's Fairy Queen encount-!. 


erecl danger heaped upon danger, like Ossa 
upon Pelion—c rossed many a turbulent stream, 
where the evil genii held their terror-inspiring 
dominion—thres aded forests full of all that ts 
wont to unhinge the courage—fought men and 
beasts horribly terrific, and all this for 
mere glance of fair ladye’se ye—tfor the exalted 
privilege of bowing himself down at the shrine 
of her beauty and dallying softly with her lily | 
hand. But the days of C hivalry ‘and Romance, | 
when the soul was strung to ‘noble deeds and 
daring high,’ have passed away; and upon | 
them rs inscribed the melancholy inscription, | 
they were but they are not. The smile of fair 
ladye no longer causes the amorous knight 
* To rush ow death, and struggle with despair,’ 

nor docs her frown make him dolf his casque, 
uniace his, ar mour, and swear eternal hatred 
tothe sex. Wen in this old age of the world— 
this age of rail-roads and steam-engines—have 
become rational, and entirely 


Matrimony 
ship, hasa its foundation i in utility. The ladies 
may be startled at this assertion, and cry 
pshaw ' because it clashes with the rom: ance | 
of their mature—they may curl their pretty lips | 
incontempt, and call me bachelor, incorrigible, 
anc other odious names, but, 
‘’Tis true; “tis true, 


"tis pity ; 
And haat “tis, “tis true.” 


Hlanoun. | 














WUIC WB DAMBO To 
"O BUSY BODIES. 


The following remarks of that excellent scho- 
lar and pious divine, Bishop ‘Taylor, should be 
indelibly iinpresse “lon the memory. Once re- 
corded there, it would produce a more perma-| 
nent effect on society than reiterated homilies 
on scandal, 





of grandfather 


the) 


discarded the! 
{ 

sentimentality which forme ly attached to love. 

now, like every other co partner- | 


‘and, 
| prese nted him the gold which was on the plate, 


in his own mind troubles enough, | in his own 


of oflices, failings more than enough to entertain 
his own inguiry—-so that curiosity after the 
affairs of others cannot be without envy and 
‘anevil mind.—W hat isittomeifmy neighbor's 
were a Syrian, or his wrandli ither 
r that another is indebted five 
‘thousand caaauln or whether his wile be expen- 
sive? But, commonly, curious persons, or (as 
ithe Apostle’s phrase is) busy bodies, are not 
ivery sulicitous and inquisitive into the beauty 
‘and order of a well governed family, or alter 
the virtues of an excellent person, but if there 
be any thing for which men keep locks and 
bars, things that blush to see the light, and are 


i 
| 
| 
| 


either shameful in manners or private in na- 
ture—these things are their care and their 


business.’ 
AN UGLY CUSTOMER, 

A Scotch 1 farmer, celebrated in his neigh- 
‘bourhood for his immense streneth aud shill 
in all athletic exercises, very frequently had 
ithe pleasure of fighting people, who, led by 
curiosity, came to try ifthey could settle nin 
or not. Lord D. a great pugilist amateur, had 
come from London on purpose to fight the 
athletic Scot. The latter was working in an 
enclosure, at a little distance from his house, 
pwhen the Noble Lord arrived. lis Lordship 
ited his horse to a tree, and addressed the 
ifarmer—* Friend, f have heard talk a ereat 
ideal ot you, and Lhave come along way to 
see whitch of us two is the best wrestler.’ “The 
Scotchman, without answering, seized the No- 
ble Lord by the middle of his body, pitched 
| hin over the hedge, and then set about working 
jagain. Whenhis Lordshiphad gotup, * Weil,’ 
said the farmer, ‘have you any thing more to 
say tomer’ * No,’ replied his Lordship, “ but 
pe chi aps you'd be wood enough to throw ime ny 
horse.’ 


' 


RESPECT FOR AGE. 

A Russian Princess of great beauty, in com- 
pany with her father and a young French 
Marquis, visited a celebrated Swiss Doctor of 
the last century, Michael Scuppack ; when the 
Marquis began to pass his jokes upon the long 
white beard. of one of the Doctor’s neighbors 


| 
who was present, and offered to bet twelve 


louisd“ors that no lady present would dare to 
kiss the dirty old fellow. ‘The fet ‘SS Or- 
dered her attendant to bring a plate, and 
deposited twelve louisd’ors and sont it to the 
Marquis, who was too polite to decline his 
stake. The fair Russian then approached the 
| peasant saying; * Permit me, venerable father, 
to salute you after the manner of my country,’ 

embracing, cave him a kiss. She then 
saying ‘take this asa remembrance of me, and 
land as a sign that the Russian girls, think it 


ithe duty to honor old age? 
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saying to the latter, ‘ Why do you not serve 
the king, and get rid of your toil f? was an- 
swered, ‘ Why do you not toil, and get rid of 


Anecdvietranslated fromthe German.—Kliza 
Embert, a young Parisian, resolutely discarded 
a gentleman, to whom she was to have been 
married the next day, because he ridiculed | your slavery f 
religions Having given him a reproof, he re- 
plied, * that a man of the world would not be 
so old fashioned as tovregard God and religion.’ 





Short Dialogue much tothe point.—A. Pray 
will you be sv good as to take iny great coat 
Eliza immediately started, but soon recovering | te town in your carriageF—B. With pleasure: 
herself said « From this moment, when L dis- but how will you pel it again P—A, Uh, very 
cover that you do not respect religion, [ cease easily 5 L shall remain in it. 
to be yours. He who does not love and henor 


(iod, can never love his wife constantly and | ECVH AL RBPOSLRORZ >. 








sincerely.’ 
SATURDAY FEBRUARY 25, 1532. 








A young quaker from the country went to) 77. Cholera—A Medical and Fanneiathien tua 
London a few years ago ; and bemg struck of this dreadful disease, with the means of prevention 
with the gaudy fashion of the times, commenced and mode of treatment, trausiated from the French of 
beau.u—Among other articles of dress, he or-)Scentettin, by A. Syduey Doan, A. M. M.D. is shortly 
dered a blue satin waistcoat, trimmed with | expected from the press of Carter & Hendeey Boston, 


silver, and in this returned ty his father, who - ee 

o,. ane ti aid + Haw didet ti . : The Polish Chief; an Historical Romance.—Tiis 
afte staring at iw, Sate J ow ait st thou a' t work is now inthe New-York press aud will soou be 
thistrumpery waistcoat, forthe vainadornment published, It was commenced while the Poles were 
of thy outw ard man Fr’ 5 | created a? struggling for freedom, and gives a history of the two 
said the son. ‘Created it!’ echoed the fa- Polish chiefs, Pulaski and Kosciusko, who assisted in 


, : . , ‘ yp conflict. Wit se, the : 
ther. ‘Yea,’ replied young Aminadab, ¢ for °"' revolutionary coniMict ith these, the author has 





: : . . 3 iningled faithful delineations of mauy of ihe heroes and 
J said, let it be made, and it was made,’ sant una OE Giak dine baaiaiels ales Wika sect rt 
amen with them—altogether, itis presumed it wall be both a 

Mr. Sharp, the surgeon, being sent for toa pleasing aud instructive work. 
gentleman who had just received a. slight 


. . Qe -_— I*higa < aT eo ‘ 
wound, gave orders to his servant to go home | Pusere sign 3 po eS ee ty ee’ novel is 
. : . y . ust published by the Vlessrs. aurpers, New- . wen 
with all haste imaginable, and fetch a certain J°° PU?’ Pate, a= SOER, NS 

00 : ; , is said to be superior to any of Mr. Bulwer’s previous 
plaster. ‘The patient turning a little pale, productious 
said, Lord Sir, ! hope there is no danger F’— 
‘Indeed there is,’ answered the surgeon, ¢ for 
if the fellow does not run like a race-horse, 
S. Ray pond, 


i ame 7 : . — = eens — ao 2 ( Bl; J.J. Prisbee, Bern, N. Vv. Si; H. Wesentt, 
the wound will be healed before he returns. Aloanacie, N'Y. @2:. 4.0 Hart, Torin, NY. 81, O. Linder tal 
borne, cy. a5, Me: G3. Van Viet, Pleasant Piaius, N. Y. sl > “4 mS 


Elion, Willtamstowna, Ms. 1. 


LETTERSCONTAINING REMITTANCES, 
lieccived althtsajrec, from gent: and others, fur the hig hth 
Volume, ending Fel rauary Sad 

{ 





\ Scotch peasant having, with a view of 


bettering his condition, come ito England, SUMMARY. 
. ° ° ».) epee ¢ adUnumare wg. ivanew law of “one cere 
hired himself to a farmer, where, however, his ae ris oyri we, acer cag, Fy, Sg $1 ft sheen? ya 
P ‘ hee ee Tor marry ng & Cotiple s reeiucead ter etl Ccegls, fuisis ¢ 
fare did not turn out so good as he wished. cheap. A bill was vetore the legislavure of dhe same state, tocnabre 
females to get oomarced without costs. Vhiseis accommodating, 


A great part ol it consisted of butter and Recipe for a Cough.—Take of Liquorice, antimonial wine, and 
cheese, the latter so meagre that he was vlad pareg ron one ounce——dissolve the liquorice ina put of waren 

. : [li - . . water and boilitdown halt, wheo cold add ihe wine and parageore— 
to spread the butteron it. IS IMISTTESS SCCINE pa he one table spountul three or four times aday. {Ta patient has 
this, asked him why he was so extravagant as pan the bo ' 


s,renet will be tound by taking a pin how bol avdertes 


° baisam tea on gomg to bed "The nbove os offered dure the preses 
° , on =a 1) -— , y. - gine y nt 
io eat butter ovel cheese, * Ah . replied saw- lofluenza, by one who las tried tt himseit, aod known at to be used 
. a . ~— aon op 9 by numbers with signal suceess.— WN. ). de. 
*v,* De ose that p vl ins ; y ‘ . 
ney,* De li ha’ th at parted them say I picemebday te Diaabiaeee at te tak ania Gneine, ten en 
on vuoders anda to bean thsolute Tact, thar Sioves re manuutactured in 


Dentiord, Eoghiund, by Muchim ry ind that the eovernment refused 


\ certain vicar, ol a facetious turn, walking to pet hdlits being further Us “al on account ol tis threw 2 the Zrent 


late one evening, meets his curate highly ele- body of persons velenging to that business out of employment. “Phas 
vated with the juice of the grape. Oh?! oh! Sra hata ede ie anienaaeaceane cone oe 
Mr. Twangem, says the vicar, from. whence) trettee ae eee Oe ne ney anere Gre S.e 
came you ?—Why, L don’t know, doctor, says bere sii cod ta.” Candee Waddie saiiite uanean hans adieee 
he: Lhave been spinning it out with my neigh- Me peeesns ue pinned serdar ps > a Pe 
bour Freeport. Ay, quoth the doctor, and | of Boston, bemg one third ef i population. - 
. . . . : Viv youn! of dutres acerued atthe New York Custom Houaa 
now | perceive after your spinning tt Out, YOU guring the your 1838t was upwards ot Twenty Millions of Dollar 
are finishing the work by reeling it home. aah af the Palak Compania it reoulis, from officiatdata, 1 , 
———— rmarette ni hospitals, have amounted te 000 ayer lu this 
A certai@@@attiff, the other day expressed | snuneston. the capture of Warsaw alone appears to have cost 
some little regret for the quantity of crockery en 
broken by his wile. ‘Why, my dear,’ she; |. MARRIED, = = CC 
replied, ‘ does not the most lucrative part Ob} yy. goo Mace, of Mate. 16 Mics tale Aun. dumthane of Ss. 
your business arise from breaking. | Thomas be i oe 
oe PIED, 
Of two brothers, one served the king, the In th on the Tth inst. Miss Sarah Whiting, ered ahont 33 
other worked hard fur his feed. ‘Phe turmer } pouy Gecar, son of Silvester Nichols, aged Hi years ee 
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For the Rural sb Magisters. 
THE BROKEN TROTH. 
They say my heart is gay and light, 
And | am free from care; 
And every thought is sanny bright, 
A smile for all | wear. 
But did they know the latent grief, 
That preys within its cell; 
They could not think, its folds beneath, 
This heart was beating well. 
For they would see a sickly form 
Sit pensive in the shade ; 
Like rainbow of its splendour shorn, 
Its loveliness would fade, 


But though the fire is quenched for him, 
The sun-light of the eye ! 

And rainbow’s folded up its wing, 
The spirit ne’er shall die ; 

For on this brow is scorn enthroned, 
Which this false one will know ; 

For though the bird may fly with wound, 
‘The arrow too will go, 

And he may spread his pinion powers, 
From mem'ry strive to flee ; 

Hle’!l ne'er forget love’s hallowed hours— 
The plighted troth to me. 
When by the silver arch above 

Aud pleiades glittring train, 
IIe fondly whispered, * angels’ 
Like ours will never wane.’ 


love 


And he'll remember how the star 
We loved, was twinkling bright; 
And as we gazed a cloud from far 
Obscured its brilliant light. 
And how the moon seemed turning pale 
An ominous sight to me ; 
And startled was the nightingale, 
And fled its wonted tree. 
Ah yes, upon thy dying bed. 
‘These visions o’er thee’l! steal, 
And fill thy naked soul with dread— 
Then, slighted love thou'lt feel ! 
They ll give a pang to that veiled hour, 
A shudd’ring darksome gloom ; 

And clust’ring fiends will hover o'er 
Thy passage to the tomb. ADA. 
For the Rural Repository 
PATRICK TO ANGELINE—-A FAREWELL. 

Now anguish fills my aching heart 
Ant painful thoughts arise, 
As o'er the checkered past I cast. 
My oft delighted eyes. 
*T will soon be o'er, the visions bright, 
That oft have cheered me here, 
Fade from my view, ¢ 
The tribute of 
The verdant lawn and sunlit hill, 
Will 
meu | at 


Amid the 


1nd claim from me 
a tear 


sinile as sweetly then, 


zone far, far away, 


W 
hauots of men. 
l and ripoline brook 


ce as sweetly oer 


Their pebbled beds and golden sands, 
As ever they did before. 

The merry laugh of buoyant youth 
When lam long forgot, 

Will ring its sound of joyousness 
O’er this remembered spot. 

The thrilling light of beauty’s eye, 
May cheer another's seul, 

While oer my name forgetfulness 
It’s heavy wave may roll. 

The rose that sports o'er youth's fuir cheek, 
Delight another's view, 

When I, submissive to dark fate, 
Have bid my fond adieu. 

The tress that waves in loveliness 
Another's wreath may twine, 

And cold neglect may wither up 


The fading wreath of mine. 


The silvery tones that thrilled my ear, 
With such enchanting spell 
May cause another's heart to heave, 


Another's bosom swell. 


Adieu fair maid, the pleasant tie, 





That binds me here must sever, 








{ y 
The pleasant charm is broken now, 
But shall it be forever? 
Forth to the world [ take my way, 
But yet with deep regret, 
And oft shall mem ry travel back, 
; ; 
| O’er scenes it can't forget. 
' 
; T hy beauty and young loveliness 
| Will round my vision play, 
| And light a smile of gladsomeness, 
To cheer my lonely way. 
Tho’ other beauties gem the sky, 
il turn from them afar, 
And worship at that shrine of shrines, 
The beauteous western star. 
Fair maid the dream of bliss is o's ly 
The pleasant task is through, 
And nought remains but that lone wor & 
Adieu, adieu, adieu !— COSMAR. 
| 
ENTE U ELAS 
| ¢ Answertlothe PUZZLES in our tast, 


PvzzLe 1.—Be 
Grease. 


Puzz.e 1.—(Sel/-fish) 


ause he 


gli of 


makes /is the frials ot 


selfish motive. 
NEW PUZZLES. 
I. 
My first is the season that favore the reign 
Of fairy and wizzard and sprite, 





All the faneyv-bred phantoms that dance through the brain, 
In its solemn dominion delight. 


| For my next, take a female, who ne'er learned to dance, 

| And (wonderful) ne'er used a glass, 

| Nor can tt nor can chatter the lan “guage ol France , 

| And whom none ever call'd pretty lass 

Dr. Buchan prescribes, e’er you go to be 
A dram of good strong Coniac, 


i, 


If in sleep’s silent moments, when the 
head, 
Of my whole you expect an attack. 


a } ildley ike a labouring nx? 


dreams fill your 


Why Ss 
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i tention. 
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